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PE PRE CT: 


To the wiſe and well accompliſht 


Cent: «M1. George Gaywood, 


healthand happineſle. 


—— 1h , the great aud good report which my beloned 


EDÞL 2 . p #F 
NEE ED ©5) friend (the be-rer hereof) hath ginen of you, hath 


FG 62 made me more then halfe in lone with you, whuch 
Am | all 1127hes me thinke in ſame ſort (as the rude and ru- 
ACE NRE © et. Hicks phraſe ts ) to ſcratch acquaintance of you. But 
ASE | fir beleente it to be thus, for you ſhall finde ut ſo, that 
this is not done of pirpoſe to draw from you ary bounty or rewarde to 
me, for my Penne never was, nor never ſhalbe, (God ſaying eAmen,) 
AMercinarie : but to let you kyow that the bringer hereof, who dh ac- 
knowledge himſelfe tobe more indebted to you then hrs poore eft.ite or 
deieited life can maze ſatisfaction for) hath ſome friends, that will 2 
ome meaſure gine you than\es for the more theu fatherly kindneſſe yots 
hane ſhexed to him. This unſpeakable loue and kmdneſſe of Yours ex- 
tended to him, hath made me to dedicate this ſithe worb 13#to you, which 
by the generall report ef your worthineſſe, I thinke vaworthie your ac- 
reptanse. But if tt pleaſe you to call buck againe ſome of the lone which 
you bane heretofore borne him, and withall to confider that this is ſent 
ro you, but as a gratulation from me for him, then T make no dowbt but 
you will accept it for his ſake, if not, yet ſh1/l Troll reſt your frientle and 
iWel-willer, made ſo by my friends report La 
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2) D 53 Gods great Earle Marſhall ouer althe carth: 
PN es Taking account of each mans dying hours, 
L ar” my of Graues,and Toombs of Marble ſtones, 
Lord Treaſurer of rotten dead-mens bones, 


Victorious conſort, Slautering Caualier, 
Mated with me, to combatal] aliue, 
Know worthy Champion, I haue met thee here, 
Only to vnderſtand how matters thriue : 
As our affayres alike in nature be, 
Solctvsloue, conferre, andkind agree. 
A 3 Great 
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Great Regeſter of all things vnder Sunne, 
Gods ſpecdy poaſt, that cuer runsand flyes, 
Ender of all that cuer was begun, , 

That haſtthe Mappe of life before thineeyes : 
And of all Creatures fincethe worlds creation, 
Haſtſcenethe finall duſty conſumation. 


Death, Let me entreatthee pardon me awhile, 
Becauſc my buſineſſe nowis very great, 
I muſt gotrauayle many athouſand mile, 
Tolooke with care that Wormes do lacke no meat: 
Theres many crawling feeders I maintaine, 
I may notletthoſe Cannibalscomplaine. 


1 muſt ſend murtherers with ſpeedto Hell, 
Thattherc with horror they may make abode, 
I muſt ſhew Atheyſts where the Deuils dwell, 
Toletthem feele there is a powerfull Goa : 

I muſtinvvte the Glutron and the Lyer, 

Vnto a banquet made offlambes of fire. 


a ——_— 


betweene Time and Death. 


I muſtbring P «15 x where Faſhions are inuented, 
[You ydic headed Women, quakeand feare] 
Your toyith tooleries willbe prenented, 

A ſhute of crawling Serpents you ſhall weare: 
You that endeuor onely to go braue, 

What Hel aftoords, you ſkal be ſure to haue. 


I have the ſ[wagring Ruffhan to di! ſpatch, 
That moth and canker of the common w calth, 


The graceles Theefc, that on the pray doth watch, 


The droukard a carrowling of his health: 
And of all ſinners ſucha damned rowrt, 
As full of worke as Death can ſtir about. 


Thislawfullbuſtnes I do well allow, 

Butin my abſence howwiltthou proceede ? 

L muſt be preſent tooas well as thou, 

Before Time come thou canit not doe the deed 
My Sythe cuts downe; vpon thy dart they die, 
Thou baſtan houre oladle, and ſo haue I. 


B Looke 


TK 
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Lookemy kinde Death,here is ſome ſand to run, 
Char do I bid thee look thathaſtno cies] 

Let's ſuffer their laſt minute to be don, 

Some manrepentsthe inſtant when he dies : 

As one exampleI remember chicte, 

Oſlum thatdicda Saint,andliufd a Theefe. 


Death Thou ſpeait ittrue, that penitent indeede 
Had neuer happy houre till his laſt, 
But of like ſecond ſinner whocan read ? 
From ſuch ahelliſh lite to heauen paſt, 
But one,to keepe pore ftnners from diſpaire, 
And from preſumption, one, and he moſt raxc. 


Thou knowſtall Aeſhrhatts of woman borne. 
Corruptly vntoſtn giues full conſent, 
Seruing the Diuellwith the fineſt corne, 
Their pleafure, youth, and ſtrength, on him is ſpent-: 
And when thenightof age brings painfull grones, 
Thenin Gods diſh they caſt their rotten bones, 

Whs 


betweene Time and Death. 


Who wouldnot cenſure him a fooliſh man, 
Toloyrter outthe ſpring and ſommertide? 

And whenanother reapes, make fcedertime than 
Expecting whatthe ſeaſon had denifde, 

Yetſuch bad husbands hellaffourds good-cheap 
WY vndertake to ſow, when others reape. | 


Some makemy picturea molt common thing, 
As it I were continual in their thought, 

A Deaths hed\cale vpon a great gold ring, 

And roundabout Memento Mori wrought: 
Which memory with gold cannot agree, 

Por he that hates the ſame belt thinks on me. 


Tonely am a welcome frend toſuch 

As know by me they enter vntorelt, 

And that no ſecond death theirſoules can touch, 
The peace of conſcience harbors in their breſt, 
And with the diuell, fleſh and world, ſtill ftriue, 
Vatillat Carzaan they doe aziue. 


, 
ho. 4 


But 
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But 7172 for tother thou ſhalt witneſſe be, 

How moſtvnwiling thoſe fame wretches die, 
Their cndsthou daily doeſtbchold and ſee, 
And canfſt enformethe worldTI donotlic, 
With horror, griefe, and anguiſh diſcontentee, 
In ſoule, and body ,furiouily tormented. 


1me Surely they are, their ſtates cannot be told, 


Weapprechend but outward things in fight, 

Moſt fearefull arerhoſe obietts to behold, 

That curſe their birth and time they ſaw the lights 
Sinne hathno ſalue bur mercy, thar they craue-not, 
Repentance, indeth grace, and that they hauc-not. 


Dexh Icameto kill a Vſurer of late, 
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And ſtaying by his bed a while for thee, 

His ſpeech wasall of mony-bags and plate, 

But nota word of God : northoaght of me : 
Quicke, fetcha {criuener,let a bil be drawne, 
vSirtha, your day is broke, tle Kcepe your pawie. 


yn 


{ It at 


betwixt Time and Death, 


Intreat menot :you ſhould hauckept time better, 
Thou ſhalt buy wit, a foole muſt feele the ſmarr, 

Ger mea Scriant, toareſta debter, 

And withthatword, my mace went through his heart, 
Thus died the wretch, with Mony, Bond, andBill, 

And if God haue him, t*was againſt his will. 


Vhen this bad fellowes date was thus croſt our, 
Idoremember we cameto a place 

Wherelayea Dixes groning ofthe gowte, 

Crying Lord, Lord, methoughthe ment for grace: 
Vnrill T heard the burden of his ſong, 

\Was, Lord where 123 this Door ſtay [o long, 


Sir (quoth his wife) twere good hanca Diuine; 
Thouarcatoole ſaid he) Inced him nor, 
Thaue a harr as perte& founde as thine, 
Whatis there nota Door tobe got ? 
ADotQtor with al expedition wife, 
My legges wilmake me weary of my life. 
c This 


eA bloudy Battcll 


, This miſersanſwereThaue noted frend, 
In ficknes men on Doors moſt relic 
Vnto Apothicarics ſhops they ſend 
Till phiſtcke gives them ouer,they muſt die: 
And when they'ſee there is no way but one; 
Feteh aDiuine,God thal be thoughtvpon. 


To 


Death T<;5 true indeede,but weele giue pilland potion 
Tofſuch as whole on outward meanes dependa, 
And cometo god for want,morethen deuotion, 
As forc*dvntoitat their helples end, 
For crethe doctor could a drinkeprouide 
I ſtab*d my dart, thus dcepe intohis fide. 


Dear: From him thou know'ſt we toa lawyer went, 
Time. Tis right,we found him arguing of caſes, 
This 1s (quoth he) the very lawes intent, 
Wrihthatthe golden fees came in by braces * 
Whetss your inftruQions, and his declaration ? 


I cannotanſwere thee. till next vacation, 
Come 


I AY rr ere et on ICIS er nareto _ 


betwixt Time and Death. 


Comethou in Tearme thy matter ſhal be heard, 
Sir I remember*d youthe other day, 

The bill youwotoff, I haue now preferd, 

With that ſtept Land ſaid, frend Lawyer ſtay : 
An execution gainſt your life I haue, 

You muſt vnto my laile,is caldthe Graue.. 


Leaving himcothe Sexton andthe bels, 
Wecamevnoa Marchantin this towne 

That mighty bags of money ouer-tels, 
Wrapt veryorderly in his night gowne, 
Sirra(quoth he) is notthe poſte come yer ® 
Make ſpeed and ſummeme vp this bill ofdebr: 


Therecanno ſhips come yet, Ileraiſe my price, 

Ohrthatche winde would hold but thus a while ; 

There comes into my head an odde deuice, 

Thevery thought thereof doth make me ſmile» - - 

gome ſhalbelureto pay if this geare hold, 

The plot is pretious,and muſt yecld me gold.. | 
” | Thus 
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To had my fits aboutthine eares cre this, 
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Thus he ſat plotting till I ſpoild his braine, 


With Oh / fee lc my ſelfe exceeding ſacte, 

I gauc his hart a gripe, itgrondagaine, 

By this, on price ofwares he wouid not ſticke 
Butlay a gaſping, while the bcll did towle, 
Andthere his body lies without a ſoule. 


Next dooreto him, we found a London dame 

Vpon her bed, with finger aking laide, 

And there moſt bitterly ſhe did cxclaime 

Againſt the miſdemeanors other maide, 

Baſequeane (quoth ſhe) howdoſt thou make me fret 2 
To lice my rufte ofthatilfauord ſer. 


Your manners huſwife you hauequite forgot, 
As ſureas death ile make your joynts to bow, 
You whore, the poking yron is too hor, 
Durſtthou preſume to vexthy miſtris now, 

If I were well thou queancI wouldnot miſſe 


Let 


betweene Time and Death. 


Letmenot riſe, forif I doe; no more: 

Few wordes are beſt, I thinke you will repentit, 
Ile make you feele yourſides this fortnight fore, 
ExcecptDeath croſſe my purpoſe andpreuentir: 
Virh thatI ſtept betweene to part the Fray, 

The Mayd ſcaptblowes;and Miſtris brake her day. 


A Muskie-Gentle, we did viſit then, 

A Silken Gallant, very curyous fine, 

That kept aſwaggring crew of Seruingmen, 
\Vhoſle rapyer-hylts embrued with gold did ſhine, 
And for he would from all contention ceaſe, 
Hewifcly bound his weapons tothe Peacc. 


One that wouldſcnd his challenge to his Foe, 
And braue himout with paper in diſgrace, 
Bat tothe fielge, healwaies ſcornd to goe, 

For he kept men, that would ſupply theplace : 
He would preſerue his life, yer ſend his Gloue, 
His perſon muſt attend on Ladies loue. 


(_ Well 
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Wellthis ſame ſigneur with thetender skin, 
That dedicatethall his daies and houres 

To dauncing, drunkenneſle, and YJenus ſinne, 
Neuer reſpeCting 7ime and Deaths ſterne powers 
Was mertby methinking his life ſecure, 

Ikilled theknaue to keepe. my hand in vre, 


Where went wethen, docſtthou remember 7rm4ze > 
Yes very well, we viſited a Poct, 
Thattyrd guention day and night with rime 
And ſtill on Yenzsſeruice did beſtow it : 
Diath Tistrue indeed a Poet was the next, 
With foolith idlcloue extreaiely vext. 


t 7128 


Tm Allthathedidendeuourto deuile, 
VVas onely Vents prai ſe R and Cupids Power, 
Within hjs head he had a mint of lyes, 
On truth 4 neuer ſpent, 1nfs life an houre : 
His fitions were to feed thoſe in their pride, 
Vhotake delight ro.heare themſclues belide. 
| Fos 


betweene T ime and Death. 


For ſlaunder, womento haue vertues many, 
Admirdcheir beauties, when they lack good faces, 
Say they haue witat will, not ſeeingany, 

Tell them their empty minds are full of graces: 
Why then they thinke you louethem paſt compare, 
And cuery toy they wearebecoms them rare. 


This Poctthusa ſonneting we found, 

Riming himſelfe euen almoſt out ot breath, 
Cupid ( quoth he) thy cruell Dart doth wound, 
Oh grauntmelouc,orelſecome gentle Death : 
I heard him ſay, come gentle deathin Teſt ; 
And in good carneſt graunted hisrequeſt. 


Leauec him aro tting, then we march'd along 
Vntoa Godly reuerent graue deuine, 


Whole faith on Chriſt was grounded firme and ſtrong, 


And all his hope to heauen did he incline; 
Ar prayer deuout, we found him on his knees, 
And withtheſe words he ſpake, his hart agrecs. 


© 3 The 


Death 


Time 
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The wounds that I « s v s ſuffred for my finne, 

Arc mouthes that cry, 0 loe him with thy hayt, 
Thethornes that pierced thorow his fleſh and $k in,, 
Are tongues, (pronouncing) Loxets his deſart, 
Thetorturing whi>s, that did to anguiſh moue him, 
Are Ecchoes ſounding, Wretched Sinner lone him. 


With Peters ſinnes ingreatneſſe mine abound, 
Who by his oathes and curſles Chri? denied, 
And withthe woman in Adultry found, 

The filthineſle of finne in me doth bide: 
Wirth Magdalens in multi:udes they be, 

Her feauen Deuils, haue infe&ed me. 


The ſhame of finne vvon my ſoule doth fall, 
That on chewretched Publicin did light, 
The cruelty of finne haue with Paul 

To proſecute the holy andvpright - 

And with the Theete, thatall his life did ill, 
Vnto my graue, my finnes attend me (till. 


betwixt Time and Death. 


Oh come ſweetTeſus, forthy ſeruant coms, 

I doe belecue, Lord helpe my vnbelicfe: 

My debt of finnes amountto mighty ſums, 

Of Mercies treaſure onely thou art chiefe: 
Though ſinnes be redas ſcarlet, yerT know, 

Thy precious blood can waſh them white as ſnow, 


To be diffolued, greatly I deſire, 

This world doth paſſe, the things thereofare vaine, 
Tobe with Chr/ff, I onely do require, 

Andſcethe Citty where his Saints do raigne, 

He is my life, Death is a gaine to me, 

With that his ſoule aſcends where Angels be. 


A happy ſoule, onethat hadlearnfd to die, Death 
And rightly vnderſtood his earthly ſtate, 

Whoſe conſtant faith enfor*cd the Deuill fly, 

That ftillafſaulterh men wich deadly hate, 

For thou know*ſt 7:me how thar ſame hel-hound ſtriues 
About the howerthat men yeeld vp their liues, 

| 3 For 
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For in mans'{icknes Sacha doth conceme, 
It may be morrall, that diſeaſe may end-him, 
Andthercforeno tempration he will leaue, 
That toeternall tormenthe may ſend-him : 
Tis time (ſaith he)todo my moſt endeuor, 


It now I looſe his ſowle,tis loſtfor cucr. 


Firſtthen heele tempt him to impatient mind, 

To grudge and to repine, at Gods correction, 
VVheteto with paine and griefe he ſcemes inclinfd, 
But tinding grace preuenteth that infetion, 
Heſeckestodraw himrto apride ofharrt, 

To thinkehimſelfe a man of greatdeſarr. 


And oneinwhorge perfeQion doth abound, 
That conſtantly « Ins can bcare, 

For his good workes deſeruing tobe crownd, 
Andrthat of ftn he need not ſtand in feare : 

If this cannot his fowle for hell prepare, 


He labors then to driue him to deſpaire. 
Cona- 


betwixt Time and Death, 


Compares Gods iudgements and his fins together, 
And bids his conſcience looke vpon thelaw, 

VW here damned ſoules remain, he muſt gothither, 
No mercy ſuchaſinner euer ſaw; 

It ttands not with Gods juſtice for to ſaue-him, 

The Deui's come, and onely he muſt haue-him. 


Thus plots that foe, and thus he of preuailes, 

And doth enlargehis kingdome wondrous thus ; 
Millions of ſowles go hel-ward with theſe gales, 
When men from memory dobaniſh vs : 

«© Tocountthee precious all men hane great reaſon -: 
*© Tothinke on me, isneuer out of ſeaſon, 


Death, it is true but that ſame monſter ſin, Times 
That brood ofhell, that Deuils eldeſt childe, 
Vhichwith the fall of Adam did begin, 
Andall his off-ſpring olious hath defild : 
That Viper ofthe ſoule doth ſtill appeare, 
Toall thoſe fianers entertaine it heere... 
- | Sinne, 
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Sinxe,the deſpiſing of Gods Maieſty, 

And the contempt of his Eternall power, 
Thedeathof Yertue, Graces enemy, 

Canker of true felicitics faire flower, 

The obſcuredarkenes of mans vnderſtanding, 
Rebellteallthelawes of Gods commanding. 


Sinne,the direQor vato all miſhap, 

The ferters of thcerernall vault of hell, 
Thetemptersnet he vſethto intrap, 

The price wherewith the Deuils buy and (cll, 
Theſeed of Sathan daily by him ſowne 

In thoſe hard harts which are becomehis owne. 


Sinne,cuerlaſting poiſon, cureleſlc killing, 

The imitation of the evill ſprites, 

Folly of men, to vyhich the world runs willing, 
Pleafing deſtruRion, fil*d with loath*d delights, 
Soules peſtilence, fram darkeinfe&ions Den, 
Fhe cauſe of all Gods plagues thatlight onmen. . 


— — — —— 
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Harth ouer man ſuchrule and Empire got, 
And generally on carth beares ſucha ſway, 
Thatther*s notone doth good and{innethnat, 
The righteous falleth ſeuen times a day : 
Thisis the cauſethe Lyon roares about, 

And heauens narrow way, is hard found out. 


Truetime : Well, then we went with expedition Dear, 
(Killing about ſome hundred by the way) | 
Vntothe manſion of a rare phifition, 

That with my ſubiects barea mighty (way, 

Ot ſicke, andlame, and gowty,ery lort, 


Gaueall of him awonderfull report. 


Whichin his hand heheld a vrinall, 
Whichafrer he had view*d alittle ſpace, 
This party (quoth he)very ſhortly ſhall 
Be perfect well, and ina healthy caſe: 
There isno daunger, dy as [ haue wild, 
Yerthat ſawe perion I hadnewly kild. 


2 To 


A bloudy Battell 


To many he gauenotes,what they ſhould take, 


Some pill, ſome potion, others muſtlet blood, 


And diuers compounds ſome with ſpeed muſt make, 


And on his life this phificke would dogood, 
Quoth I, Phi/itian care thy ſelfe fond man, 
Thou dielſt this howre, preuent it if thou can. 


About thistime much worke I hadto do, 

As wofull London gid both feeleand ſee, 
A dreadfull plague began fix hundred two, 
Vhich did continue out {1x hundred three, 
The bloody buſinesI had then in hand, 

. Became atcrror vnto all the land. 


Deadly deftrution wasin ety ſtree:, 

A daily mourninganda daily dying, 

Great vieof Cotta, and of winding Sheer, 
From empty houſes many hundreds flying : 
Each faculty, profeſſion,and degree, 

Tooke counſe]lwiththeir legs to run from me. 


Bur 
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But howthey ſped experience can declare, 

How many left their liues vponthe way, 

Poore mortals in my hands arebrittle ware, 

Like Vapor, Buble, Flower, wither*d Hay 3 
Where canthey run, butI am till behind-them ? 
Where canthey liue ſecure, but will fad-them ? 


The Cittizens that out of plague time, cuer 
Areentertain*d with welcomes in all Townes, 
To thun like Serpents, each man did endeuor, 
Amongſttherulticke rude viſtiuill Clownes, 
Thename of Londoner, that very breath, 

Had power to terrtfie as much as death. 


Let him befriend or kinſman, what he will, 
Maitſter, or ſeruant,husband, or the wife : 

You muttkeepeour, faies 79b/on withhis bill, 
The plaguts about him neighbors on my lite : 
Heere 1s no meatand drinke for horſeor man, 
Starue it thou wilt, or get it where thoucan. 


D 2 God 
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God whieh deteſted cruelty ſeeing this, 

Gave vs commiſſion ouer all the land, 

That fleſh and blood might know the plague was his, 
Andhehad power to ſtrike or hold his hand: 

Then we his officers to worke did go, 

And make the Country taſtof Cittirs wo. 


How couldthey ſhun their owne infection now? 
That held the Londoners contagious toes, 
What vertue can their warm-wood ſ{mels allow, 


Tocharmethe plague, Þr COmMmuing ncare their noſe *® 


Aneellica is butarottenroor, 
Hearbe-graccin ſcorne,I trainple vnder-foot. 


Y1n:corns horns not wortha marrow-bone, 
Though men eſteemeſo precious of the duſt, 
Baze!ll iseuenas good as Beater fone, 

It I butſay, Sirrha away you muſt : 

Prepare thy ſoule, repent the guilt of /in, 

Coffin, and ſheete, attend totake thee in, 
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I wonder what men thinke that daily ſee, 

Their friends and kinderedcarricd tothe grave, 
How they cancountthemſeluesſecuretobe, 
That notan howers time, of life-time haue ; 

That find they are but tenants heereatwill, 
Yetliuc,as they could liue free-holders ſtill. 


Wherefs old Merhuſelahthat long liu*d man? 
Whers*s al the fathers ſaw ſo many dajies ? 

Their liucs were butthe length of Daxias ſpan, 

A vapor that moſt ſodainly decaies : 

Thare borne,grow. _ yaxold, fall fickes and die, 
So other do- and others them ſupply. 


Vhere*s that ſtrong man that did ſo many kill > 
And admirablethings by valour did, 
That carried 4ſah gates to Hebron hil, 
And rent aL yon like atender Kyd: 
Looke inthe graue where this great man dothtlie, 
Theres no ſtrength left,to kila filly fie, 
Whers 


T ame 
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VWher*sthat moft rare and comely ſhapedprince, 
That would haue puld his Father from his throne? 
Whoſe hkeno age hath ſcene for feature fance, 
Norany age before hisage had known: 

Nora lockelefr of all his goodly haire, 

Hundreds ago, his ſcullwas bald, and bare. 


Wher's Heor gone, and Hercules become 7 
VVhar newes with Pompey and Achilles now ? 
Where marcheth Alexander with his drum, 
To Ceſars{cepter who dorh yeeld or bow: 


Wherearetheſe greatand mighty conquering ones, 


Time,ſhewan ounce of duſt of all their bones. 


Death preethy ſtay,let this diſcourſe ſtand by, 


And make me anf{were vnto one requelt, 


Some doubt and difference ts twixt thee and I, 


Whichto reſolue in my conceit were beſt, 
And this tis; The woridcxclaimes on me, 
For divers actions that are done by thee, 


It 


betwixt Time and Death. 


If thon ſtab children intheir mothers wombe, 
Orkillaking as{ooneasheis crownfd, - 

Or make the bloodie field the Souldiorstombe, 

Or in the Seas cauſe thouſands to be drown&d, 
Why preſentlic what will the people ſay ? 

Their Time was come :thus Time beares blame awaie. 


fthis be all, ler itnot grecuethy hart, Death 
To heare thy ſelte abuſed now and then, 
But ile reuenge, I vow it with my dart, 


I marry wit thou, butT preethy whe - = 
Toſoone by many daies ile meet with ſome, _ 
Itrhou bur ſay; ſtrike for their T3-7e is come. 

Time. 


Ithats another matter, now you ſpeake: 

By my glaſie all thy tragedies are ated, 

The priſonof mans ſoule thou cant not breake, 

With wals of fleth and blood, and bones chmpatted 

Nor giuetheſame enlargement to go free, 
P:fore my hand to thy commiſſion be, 


Thou 
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Thouknowſt Time is Gods agent inaffaires, 
Andhathbin lo, cuer fincethe creation, 

Thou knowſt heſeateth Monarchs in their chairs, 
Admitting kings vnto their corronation: 

If long they raigne,7iwe giues their yeares the length, 
Ifſhortthey rule,71me cutteth oft their ſtrength, 


The ornaments of heauen,fun,and Moone, 

With althe glittering brauery of ſtars, 

Are taughtby me,their morning,night,and noone, 
I orderthem,which elſe diſorder mars: 

Their motions,reuolutions,and aſpes, 

Time wich his iuſt proportion,due dircas. 
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Denb Why what a bragging and a coile do(ſtkeepe ? 
Beſttakxe my dart, be 7797, be Deathand al, 
le intograues,and there golicandleepe, 
And anſwere thou when Gods affairesdo cal : 
Be Lord of Coffin, Pickaxe, Sheet, and ſpade, 
And co my wotke,withthoſein groundarclaid, 
1hot; 


betweeneT ime and Death. 


Thou art for kings, and thou doſt this and that, 
And without thee, ther*s nothing to be done, 
To crowne, depoic, and do] know not what, 

Nay thou art buſtc with the Moone and Sunne : 
Thou haſtan ore incfry bodies boate, 


Vpon my conſcience thou begin#ſtto dote. 


Thaue bin Death almoſt fix thouſand yeares, 
Yerneuecr heard thee vaunt fo vaine before, 
Thou courfltthy ſelfe my better itappeares, 
But it thou doeſt, thy aune is widea ſcore ; 
I tell thee Tre, thou doeſt inſence me now, 
Knowing my felfe a better manthen thou. 


Atleaſtthy ſelfeknowes I am fill as good, 

Being Gods ſteward, ſinnes reward to pay, 

He that denies it I will ſee his blood, 

Behe the greateſt Monarchliues this day ; 

It he were C/ar ofthe carths whole Globe, 

Ile make him poorer then the Deuill made 70h. 
E 
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The mony-bag whoſc Idols in his cheſt, 

Vhoſe Gods his gold, whoſe golds his priſoner, 
Whoſethoughts are cuer haunted with vnreſt, 
And loues that beſt, becomes his murderer : 
Itakehim ſodaine from hugehe apes of treaſure, 
The flaue was ſcraping all his life times leiſure. 


Wounds, hart, and blood, that wil notfſel! his ſwearing 
Tohim wouldgiue him forty poundayecare, 

That vowes atalc is dull and harſh in he: aring, 

Voleſle by oaths the matter be made cleare: 

Oit when the tempterchictely doth proueke-him, 
His mouth being fil*d with bitter oaths, 7 choake him. 


The fwaggering Rufſiad in his heady braules, 
VWhoſlejand 1s ever on his pony ard hilt, 

That bloody iraies his recreation cals, 

Chicfely delighted with foule murders guilt : 
Vhoſle thoughts arc onely tor the ſtab pretence, 
Lhaucatricke for him and all his fence. 


The 


j- 


betweene T ime and Death. 


The quaintly ſuted Courtier in atryre, 
Whoſe lookes are fixtno lower then the sky, 
Is croit by me, in height of his defire, 

And vnder groundT make his carrionlie : 
Heſcorn*dthe earth,and chat I make his bed, 
Vraptin a rotten ſheet, from foot to head. 


And whicrelocuer, or what cre hebe, 

For countenance, tor credit andcondition, 
Dignity,calling,office, or degree, 

Peſlant, or prince, patient, or cls Phiſition : 
Euen from the Crowne and {cepter to the plow, 
I make all looke as I my ſelte do now. 


Perhaps thou think'{t becauſe thy beard is gray, 
I owe officious reucrence to thine age, 

And muſt beleeue whatſocuer taou ſay, 
Applauding thee chicte ator on earths ſtage : 
Ile never doit ,77»e expett it not, 

For at my hand ther*snothingto be got. 


© © Bue 
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But prethee telſme, what is he feares 77me 2 
Not one vpon:my life that doth expe thee, 
Forall the ſinful brood of Adams lime, 

Do euery day, andeuery hower negle&thee: 
Tovſctime well, who is not {low and ſlacke? 
But with their euts, al men loadethy backe, 


Pyratsandtheeues take T;meto fit their turne, 
 Timemuſtaſſiſtthem erethey can preuaile, 
The fawning flatterer doth Time ſubborne, 
Togive him leiſurefor his lying tale; 
Theluſtfull Lercher borrowes thee by night, 
And makes Tiwe pandor tohis finnes delight. 


The ſcatter good,in Time conſumes the wealth, 
That mightſaſtaine both him and hisſucceſlor, 
The drunkardtakes his 7i»2eto pledge a health 
Till drinke, to wit and fence bean opprefſor ; 
Nay not aneuill ſincethe world begun, 

But Time was acccſlary tillewas done. 


Vel 


betwixt Time and Death. 


Wellpreethy ſlander on, ile hearethee out, 
And thy vntruths, with truth Iwillconfure, 
Touching the wronging me,thou goeſtabout, 
Thou art not able for thy life diſpute : 

Death, thfartalying fellow in this caſe, 

I ſcorne thee I, for viing 71efo bale. 


What {Father gray-beard,dorh your choſler riſe? 
Can youlſo ill digeſtto heare your crimes? 

Vhy goodman Cade, with your vaulty cies, 
\hati*ſtro me if menabuſe their Times ? 
Wherelearnd your dry and empty patethe skil, 
That Time ſhould anſwere for mens doings il. 


Man is ordaind by thfalmighty waker, 

To ſpend his Time of earthly pilgrims ſtate 
So holy, that he proue foule finnes forſaker 
And with faire vertue finiſh out his date : 

I being the Time and limmit for that vſe, 
My i umployment, is the worlds abuſe ? 


Vhiat 


Tires 


Death 


Time 
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What ſimple reaſon hath thy braitein ſtore, 
That doſt ajl ſence fo viterly forget? 
ShalIbecharg*dto anſwere finners ſcore, 
That neucr paft my word to pay theirdebt : 
Prone that, and letallthat is good deteſt me, 
Thfarta leaneknaue : Take witnes and areſt me. 


Death By my darts point, (I ſwore not fothis yeare, 
Ile fight withthee, next time we meet in field, 
Tme \Why it thou hait a ſlomacke try it heere, 
 feare theenor,my ith is newly ſteeld: 
Andrake this warning erethe fray begins, 
Looke to yourlegs, ilecrackethoſc rotten ſhins, 


My ſhins youwhorſon vgliepratingſlaue, 
Death Sirrhaile keepe you atthe point aloote, 
For dotard know ther snota boneT haue, 
Buttis compol*d of ſtufte, full cannon proofe, 
Laicon my legsan houre by thy glaſle, 
Als one, to hevva pillar made of braſle. 
Peace 


OO ee een — _ 
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P eace bragging foole, I laugh thy vauntstoſcorne, 
T hy tongueinclines to much vnto thy lying, 

Feare children with thy force bur newly borne, 
Andterrifietheſicke that ſhea dying: 

I know the houre when God did firſt begin thee, 

Th y moldand making,and how muchis in thee. 


Titty 


Thy office is tomurderand to okill, 
Stabbing of men, is ſolace to thy hart, 
Thou goeſt about and carrieſt with thee {til, 
A Spade, andPickaxe, Hower-glafſe, and Dart : 
VV ith onetoole,thou doſt giueacowards wound 
V nſcene, and with rother turne men vnder ground-. 


Thon lookeſt like the inſide of a tombe., 

All rotten bones,with ſinnews bound cogither, 
Thy guts are gone, forthey lacke b&ly roome, 
Andal thy fleſh is liohrer thena feather : 

Thy head is like an empty drie oilc jarre, 


VVhere neather teeth, nor noſc,nor cies there are: 


From: 
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From eareto eare thou haſt a mouth vnſhuc, 
With armes and hands like to a Gardners rake, 
Thy ribs ſhewlike alcather Jerkin cut, 

Thy voice relembles hiſling of a ſnake: 

Thy legs appearea paire of Cranc-ſtilts right, 
Andal thy tormes more vgly thenafprite. 


Thy picture ſtands vpon the Ale-houfe wall, 
Notin the credit of an ancient ſtory, 

But whenthe old wiues gueſts begin to braule, 

She points, and bids them read Alermento mor;: 
Looke, looke (ſaies ſhe) what fellow ſtandeth there, 
As women do, when crying Babes they fearc, 


No memory of worth to thee belongs, 
To call thee famous is condemned error, 
Andthough ſometime thfart baletted in ſongs, 
Thy names imploide vnto no vic but terror, 
Thy companiec both richand poore defic, 
Loathſome tocare, moſt vgly tothe cic. 
Time 


betweene Time and Death. 


Time, I percciue thouart diſpofd to raile, Death 


So am notI, my head tsnot ſo vaine, 


Thy tearmes are very baſe, moſtſcuruy ſtale, 
Andth*artateſtie old foole, for thy paine : 
What needſtthou vie this;ſpeeches vato me, 
A manſo hanfome thou wilt neuer be. 


Beſt ſhapen forme, by natures powerfulnefſe, 
And ſweeteſt face on which loueseies do fawn, 
The chiefelt ſtature, prail*d for comlineſle, 

Are but my piture when the Curtaines drawne: 
Remouethe veile of fleſh and blood away, 


Tis Death*s true picture all the world wil ſay. 


But what art thoy, a foule miſhapen monſter, 
Behind all bald, a locke elle long before, 

With clouen feet, whereby a man may confer, 
Caron from hell hath brought thee late aſhore, 
Whichif hedid,thy ſwiftnes doth declare, 
Thou ranſiaway and ncuer patdhis fare. 
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AT e005 feet, (I would thou hads his hornes) 
Wing*dlikean Owle,a Car hath lent thee eies - 
A fugitiuethatneuer backe returnes, 

,One that will run with 7tans horſe in skies : 
Neuerto be intreated, ſtopr, or ſaid, 

For whom repoſeand reſt was neuer made. 


Anddoſtthou thinke ile pocket vp diſgrace, 

Ot ſuch a paltry ruſticke peaſant boore, 

Nay rather I defie thee to thy face, | 
Thouknowſtmehoncſt, though thou knowſt me poor: 
I care for no man, all that liue feare me, 

A figge for the whole world, A r#/þ for thee. 


Time Well artthounowreueng*a? preethy haue done ? 
Thou tri frohaucrhelaftt word I dare ſweare it, + 
Death \hy (ſhould Lnot as long as you begun, 
Fic, fie, IamathanF*dthatany man thouldheare it : 
Times) For were it knowne, WCELWO,WETC At COnrention, 
Tacworld would laugh, and terme it 24ad di{cention. 
| C:116 
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Giue me thy hand, imbrace, let choler paſſe: Death 
For my part I do beare theeno ill-will, 

Take heed (good Death)thy bones will crack my plaſle, Tave 
| would be toathto dothee ſo much ill Death, 
Lav downethy fith, as Ilay downe my dart: 
Shakehands, and ſo be friends beforewe part. 


Time 


- Where goeſt thou now, Marry harkeinthine care: DP: 


I hane a Lady preſentlyro kill : 

Onechats at dice, and dothno daunger fearc ? 
Bur haue at al ine fates, come ſet me ti] : 
Sheis at paſſage, paſſing ſound and wel. 

And little thinketh onthe paſſing; bel. 


Andrthen I goto baile an honeſt man, 

Lies in the Counter for a little debt, 

Whom's creditor in moſt extreames he can 

Doth deale withal, now heis inthe net; 

He ſwearcs heclekeepe him therethis dozen yeare, 
Yertne knauclies,thisnight ileſet him cleare, 


I7- And 
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And thenlI goto ſee twofellowes fight, 

(With whome there is no reaſonto'be had) 
Abouta cup of winerhey dranke laſt night, 

One ſwore twas good, and tother vowdtwas bad; 
Ilegiue one that, no Chirurgeon's like to heale,, 
And withthe tother let the hangman acale. 


And hundreds more, come Ti»ze with ſpeed along, 
About our buſtnes we haue ſtood heere now : 

Till Prieſt, and Clarke, and Sexton haue the wrong, 
More dead worke for their profit lets alow : 

My dart is dry,ther's no freſh blood thereon, 
VVeſuffer ficketoly too long and grone. 


Hurke menſirous rich fellow a Cittizen, 


Time, VVecetake bim wich vs even in the way, 
Fit » Wo , 
(Preethy be thoua quiet man awhile) 
Some hower, by my glaffe he hath to ſtay, 
Bcfore the date be come of his exile 
Andthen mfuchahole lie hal be placfſ, 
3: ets notice be ſeenz againe in haſt 


a a 
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The villains rich, exceeding richindeed, 
And loues abag of gold moſi dearely well, 
His wife is ofaproud and dainty breed, 
Andforimbraſing faſhions doth excel]: 
She married him for pure loue to his wealth, 


But hatha friend for tother thing by ſtealth. 


His childrenlong,as miſers children do, 

To be aſharing, ery months a yeare, 

They hope heele dy, their minds conſent thereto, 
Andthen their vallant humors wilappeare, 

The angels kept in darknes by his might, 

Shalby their power approach and come to light.. 


Yintners makewelcomes ready for they come, 
Letthem not want {I praie ) Potato pics, 

And Cheaters with falſe dicelooke outfor ſome; 
No little profitto your ſhares willriſe : 

But Bawcs and whorewhaue youa foccial care, 
To firthem peam-worths with your pocky ware: 


The 
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As the oppreſler got it wicked in, 
Theprodigalwil ſenditvainly out, 

One wickednes requites anothers fin, 

If vengeance hauca plagueto bring about - 
For what is gotby rapine and by wrong, 
The Deuil wil be doer infr erclong. 


Letthem haue Lord-ſhips, and be Lords of Towns, 
Lerthem intoy the world, atwit and wil, 

Let them bequeath fiue hundred mourning gownes, 
And proſper altheir daies in doing il: 

Giue backe their goods when life is almoſtſpent, 

As 1nd when to hange himfelfe he went. 


VVhat of althis, it warrants not from hel? 
The wicked getting is not ijultifyed, 
Becauſetherich diſpoſeth riches wel, 
Wronggotten, and wel gjuen when he died: 
For tis like him, ſteales from anothers ſtore, 
And of that coine giues almes vntothe poore. 


The 
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The vſurer whom God forbids as plaine, 
Takeany intreſt, asthe theife from ſtealing, 
And yet wil venter ſoule for mony gaine, 
Opreſing al that vndergohis dealing, 
Thinksit inoughto make an honeſt wil, 
Howere he got his goods, that ſhalnot skil. 


Thus men delude, deeciue, beguile, betray 
Themſelues, their ſowles, their hope, their happines :: 
Running the common beatenpaſſage way, 

Thar 1lcads ro hel, the haunt of al dittreſle : 

Andlike the fooliſh Virgins knocke too late, 
Whenther*s noentrance in at heauens gate. 


One builds a houſe, and titles that his owne, 
Giues it his name, to keep his name in ſound, 
When preſently a graue with one ſquare ſtone, 
Wilſeruchis bodies turnetoly in ground, 
Tenthoufand pounds his coſtly houſe requires, 
Acofhnofacrownessal death defires. 

Another 
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Another fals to purchaſing of land, 
Heelehaue it out of Orchard,fteld, and wood, 
And onely with his humor itdo:h ſtand, 

To get muchin his hand, and dono good: 
This Molethatin the earth is moiling thus, 
Wirhſix foot groundis ſatisfied by vs. 


Death No more,away, looke heere my glaſſcis out, 
Thouarttotedious Time in telling tales, 
Our bloody buſineſſe letvs go abour, 
Thouſands are now at point of death, breath failes - 
To worke, to worke, and lay aboutthce man, 
Let*s kil as faſt, as for our liucs vve can. 


Harke, liſten Time, Ipray gine eare, 
What bell is that a towling there? 


FINIS. 


